i8o                 A WREATH OF CLOUD

must know . . / Ukon was beginning, when suddenly
there was a fresh incursion of visitors, and she was obliged
to withdraw. But later in the day, when the great lamp
had been brought in and Genji was sitting quietly with
Murasaki, he said that he would soon be ready for bed,
and sent for Ukon to give him his evening massage.

Lady MurasaM was now almost twenty-eight, but never
(thought the old woman when she arrived) had she looked
so handsome. It seemed indeed as though her full charm
had only just matured. Ukon had not seen her mistress
at close quarters for some months past, and could now have
sworn that even in that short space of time Lady Murasaki
had grown twice as handsome. And yet Ukon had no
fears for Yugao's daughter. There was indeed an undeniable
difference between this splendid princess and the shy girl
from Tsukushi. But it was only the difference between
obscurity and success ; a single turn of fortune would quickly
redress the balance.

' I do not like being massaged by the new young maids/
Genji said to Ukon when she arrived. ' They let me see
so plainly how much it bores them to do it. I much prefer
some one I have known for a long time . . . you, for
example.' No such preference had ever been noticed by
those about him, and smiles were secretly exchanged. They
realized that Genji had only said this in order to please and
flatter the old lady. But it was far from true that any of
them had ever been otherwise than delighted at the reception
of such a command, and they thought the joke rather a
tiresome one. ' Would you be angry with me, if I took
to consorting with elderly ladies ? * he whispered to MurasaM.
* Yes/ she nodded,' I think I should. With you one never
knows where one is. I should be very much perturbed. . . .*
All the while she was at work Genji amused the old lady
Ms talk. Never had Ukon seen him so lively and